102                 COURT INTRIGrES OF RIAT)         [CHAP. XII

besides making me a handsome present of ready money, which
I accepted in hopes of thereby lessening his preconceived sus-
picions. But his eye was always on me with the restless
unsatisfied expression of one who pries into deep water for
something at the bottom and cannot quite distinguish it; how-
ever, a supposed sympathy of race inclined him to be friendly.

Meanwhile both Mahboob and 'Abd-Allah made fun of the
old NaTo to their hearts' content; and he too in his turn
fleered at them. The Persian, finding Feysul hopelessly cold in
his cause, resolved on a visit to his son and heir, and having
arrayed himself in all his finery, called at the prince's palace.
When introduced into the K'hawah, he found 'Abd-Allah
stretched out on the carpet Bedouin-fashion, back uppermost,
with a cushion under his elbows to prop him up, and much in
the position of a dog when he puts his muzzle on his fore-paws
and looks at you. "Welcome," said the gracious prince to the
approaching ambassador, and motioned him to sit down, without
the while changing his own unceremonious posture. Then,
after a minute of staring, " Is your beard dyed ? " was the first
princely question. I should say that staining the hair is
looked on by Wannabees as an unlawful encroachment on the
rights of the Creator to bestow on His creatures whatever
colouring He chooses. The Nfi'ib in a grave but somewhat
vexed tone allowed that his beard was dyed, and asked what was
the matter even if it were ? " Because," replied 'Abd-Allah,,
"we consider such a practice to be highly improper." Whereto
the Nfi'ib drily answered, that the Persians thought otherwise.
" Are you a Sonnee or a Shiya'ee ? " next enquired the reclining
majesty. The Na'ib's patience, always scant, was now at an
end. " I am Shiya'ee, and my father was a Shiya'ee, and my
grandfather was a Shiya'ee, and we are all Shiya'ees," answered
he, in a tone of downright passion; " but you, 'Abd-Allah, what
are you, a prince or a chaplain ? " The whole in tha,t broken
Arabic which rendered anger impossible. " A prince," replied
'Abd-Allah, looking very big. " Because," rejoined the Persian,
" I thought from your questions you were a chaplain; and if you
are indeed so, get you off to the mosque; that is the place, not
a palace, for one who talks in your style." 'Abd-Allah burst
out laughing, and made an apology worse than the fault, by